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Bove the Waves, ſo Neptune ſhew?d his Face, 
To chide the Winds and ſave the Trojan R +2; 
As our Great MON ARCH has our Fears releas't, 
And threatning Storms of Tyranny lupprest- 
Our drooping Nation, almoſt quite become, 
The Prey of £L.wleſs Power, and Cruel Rome ; 
Shatter*d by Popiſh Plots, and Feſmres Hate, 
Is now reſtor*d and made a Glorious State. 
The Seat of Empire, where mult ſhortly come, 
The Rebel- 1r:ſþ to receive their Doom ; 
And new proud &ome by His Atchievements ſcar'd, 
( Althouzh another Ceſar were her Guard ) 
Could trembling wiſn behind more Alps to ſtand, 
\\ hile Ris freſh Lezreis Her (wift fall porteud. 
The Sets ofur own, and now all N: ns erect, 
With locring Sails cach Vellel of our Fleet ; 
Our 41.arc:zs Power extends as far as Winds do blow; 
Or Iwcilizg Sails around the G!be may go. 
Heaven thet has plac'd this Jſtand to give Law, 
To ballance Europe, and her Statcs to aw; 
[n this conjuncture does on Britarn ſmile, 
The Greateſt Le-d'r, and the Greateſt /le. 
Whether tiis Portion of the World were rent, 
By the rade Ocean from the Continent 
Or thus Created, it was ſure deſign'd, 
To be the Sacred Refuge of Mankind. 
Here the Oppreſſed ſhall henceforch reſort, 
Teſtice to crave, and Succour at our Court ; 
And then our Sovera:297, not for ours alone, 
Bur for tiie World's Great 41/0 IN AKC 1 (hall be known. 
Fame ſwitter than his winged Navy flies, 
To every Land that gear the Ocean hes ; 
Sounding his Name, and telling dreadful News, 
To all' that Tyraniy, and Rapine uſe. 
While his bleſt Subjects, under their own Laws, 
Where no urju!t controle can interpoſe ; 
Enjoy in ampic Liberty and Eaſc, 
With Freedom Plenty, and with Plenty Peace. 
Le;rds of the Worlds large waſt, the Ocean, we 
Whole Forreſts fend to Rule upon the Sea 
And every Coalt may trouble or relieve, 
Bur none can vilit us, without Hts leave. 
Our little World, the Image of the great, 
Like that amiclſt the boundlets Ocean Ser ; 
Ot her ovn growth has all rhat Nature craves, 
And all that's fearce, as Tribute from the Waves, 
As ej: does rot on the Clouds rely, 
But to her Nilc ows more than to the Ske ; + 
So what our Earth, and what our Heaven dcnles, 
Our ever conſtant Friend (the Sea) ſupplies. 
The taſte of hot 4-a%:2s Spice we know, 
Free from the ſcorching heat that makes it grow z 
Without the Worm in Perjr4z Silk we ſhine, 
And witheut Planting, -Drink of every Vine. 
Our's is the Harveſt where the {:4ians mow, 
We Plough the deep, and Reap what others ſow ; 
Things of the Noblesc kind our own Soyl breeds, 
Stout are our Mer, and Warlike are our Steeds, 
Rome, tho? her Eagle through the World had flown, 
Could never make this Iſland all her own; 
Here flouriſh*'d Edward, and the Black Prince too, 
Victorious Henry, and now GREAT SIR, YOu, 
For YOU we ſtay'd, cnce more to fill our Story 
\Virh great Atchievments, and with As of Glory. 
When for more Worlds the /Hacedoman cry'd, 
He wilt not 1-ctys in her lap did hide 
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Another yet, a world reſery'd for You, 
To make more Great, than that he did ſubdue. 

When Fate or Errowr had our Age miſled, 

And on this Nation ſuch Confuſion ſpread, 

The only Cure which could from Heav*z come down 
Was ſo much Power and Pity in One, 

One, whoſe Extraftion from an Ancient Line, 

Gives Hope again that well-bora Men may ſhine: 
The meaneſt, in your Nature, mild and good, 

The Noble reſt ſecured in your Blood. 

For when our TroubPd Country. calPd you forth, 
Your Noble Courage and your Matchleſs Wort 
Dazling the Eyes of all that did pretend, 

To fierce Contention gave a proſperous End. 

No ſooner You, GRE AT SIR; the Throne aſcend, 
But our Diſorders ceaſe, and all things mend. 

As 'if your Royal Touch were only ſure 

The true King*s- Evil of the Realm to Cure. 

"Twas not Ambition ſpurr'd our Soveraign on 
To ſeize the Scepter, and allume the Crown 3 
But like the Yiffa! Heat, his Martial Fire 
Was ſuch as true Devotion did inſpire; j 
His Zeal for GOD, and Pity to Mankind 
Awak'd his Courage, and confirm'd his Mind. 
Religion *rwas, that putting on his ſhield, . 
Brought him Y:#orious through a bloodle's Field; 
His Arms were ſuch, as th' Ancient Heroes wore, 
Bequearh'd him by the Ged he does adore. 

And all to ſave three Kingdoms from the Curſe 

Of Lawleſs Rule, and Komes Tyrannick Force. 

A Prince-like Pious Ardour of Renown, 

To ſeek the Church's Triumph in his own - 

Which once accompliſk*d under his Command, 

Th Auguſt and Grateful Sexate of the Land 

Gave up whiat they had left (who had done ill ) 

To Him, that more deſery'd the Throze to fill. 

With equal Love the Generous King releas'r 

The chiefeſt Impoſt, which the poor opprelt ; 

Which, tho? ſo fair a Branch of publick Store, 

He valu'd not, becauſe it wrong'd the Poor. 

One Landlord to the Houſe, to Chimneys two, 

Seem'd more than was to equal Juſtice due; 

He that once lets his Houſe, his Chimney lets, ! 
There the poor dreſſes what his Labour gets ; > 
Hard, double - Pay for that from whence he eats. ? 
Or if through Poverty it be not paid, 

For Cruelty to tear away the ſingle Bed, 

On which thz poor Man reſts his wearied Head, 

At once deprives him of his Reſt and Bread. 

But ſuch /:j#5#ice He would not Command, 

Who came by Juſtice to relieve the Land 

Nor would he have an opulent Land ſupply 

Th* Expence of State by grinding Cruelty. 

Thus the vext World to find repoſe, art laſt 

Into Auguſtus Arms her ſelf did caſt. 

As England now with equal Toyls oppreſt, 

Her wearied Head did on Your Boſome reſt. 
Then let the Muſes with ſuch Notes as theſe, 
Inſtru&t us what belongs unto our Peace. 

Here in low ſtrains your milder Deeds we {ing 
'Hereafter we will Bayes and Olive bring 

'To Crown your Head,. while you in Triumph ride 
On Vanquiſh'd Nations, and the Sea beſtride ; 
While all your Ne:7hbuuring Princes unto You, 
Like Joſeph's Sheaves, pay Reverence, and bow. 


LONDON, Printed for R. Taylor near Stationers - Hall, in the Year, MDCLXXXIX. 


